"I’M SURE GLAD I CHOSE A GILBERT 



AMERICAN FLYER TRAIN \" 




Stf yr’BladT Di^om^rei^t.^In- 
cludes scale-model locomotive and 
tender, four cars, 50-watt trans- 
former, 140 inches of insulated 
T-rail track and track terminal. Has 
all the famous American Flyer 
features. Only $0095 

flthiT trains frnm CIO OS 



BOYS WHO KNOW MODEL TRAINS — AND THE DIFFERENCES 
BETWEEN THEM-PICK AMERICAN FLYER. HERE'S WHY... 



When you’re at the controls of an That’s because American Flyer trains are 
American Flyer train, it’s almost like scale models of real locos and cars and 
riding in the cab of a real locomotive, run on two-rail (not three-rail) track. 




REAL-TRAIN LOOKS 

Actual scale models. 



REAL-TRAIN SMOKE 

Real smoke right from the 
boiler — choo-choo sound 
effects from the stack! 



REAL-TRAIN POWER 

Only American Flyer will 
pull so many cars, climb 
such steep grades. 



REAL-TRAIN TRACK 

Flat-top 2-rail track. 




□ I enclose 25c. Rush both big train books. 

□ 1 enclose 10c. Send catalog only. 

Name 



City Zone Stc 




SEND FOR CATALOG 
AND MODEL R.R. BOOK! 

160-page How to build and 
operate a model railroad 
book, plus 52-page American 
Flyer full-color catalog. 

Get both for just 25c 
...or catalog only for 10c 

American Flyer trains are made by 
C. Gilbert Company, makers of famous Erector sets. 




ROY 

ROGERS 



TRIGGER 



AND 



THE HORSELESS 
WAGON 



THE TRAIL FROM THE "LOST GULCHES,'' RIDE ROY AND THE HEADS 
THE RECENTLY- FEUDING PURDY AND BANNERMAN CLANS -TO MEET A 
MODERN-DAY MARVEL. 




DELL Comics are good comics 





OK Ay. ROY/ I WAS 
W0NDERIN6 ABOUT 
THOSE ROCKS' ■ 



' HOLD ON, PAT- 
TILL I GET A GUIDE- 
, ROPE ON you.' , 



^ ALL RIGHT- > 
LOWER AWAY, PAT/ 
YOU'RE CLEAR.' / 



SO LONG, ROY/ WE 'LL TELL 
'EM YOU'RE A-COMING/ 



WHOA/ DOGGONE.' ~ 
I DON'T BLAME YOU FOR 
L REARIN' UJ= PONY/ V 



Jut op control, the horses of 

PIKE BANNERMAN AND LEW PURDY 
~ — STAMPEDE FOR HOME. 



ROY. I'VE GOT A N 
HUNDRED GALLONS OF 
GASOLINE CACHED UP 
ON THE RIM/ WANTTO 
, HELP ME BRING . 
IT DOWN? y 



NO, PAT/ WE'RE ' 
DUE AT PURDY'S 
GULCH! COME ON.' 



' 'MOST EVERYBODY IN THE \ 
THREE GULCHES HAS TURNED \ 
OUT TO. WELCOME YOU AND YOUR’ 
HORSELESS WAGON, PAT/ 
CELEBRATION- BARBEQUE- . 
V AND A DANCE AFTERWARDS/ / 



'WOW! WE'LLN 
SHOW ’EM SOME- 
THING, NELLY- 
. BELLE/ a 




ER-EEEB! )( EEErAWWH: 



WHOA! PULL UR SOU 
JU6HEAD! (V^rvS'OAft 



WHAUGH! 



Half of the animals in town break 

LOOSE, SQUEALING AND SNORTING WITH 
FEAR! PANIC SPREADS' 



I OME OF THEIR OWNERS MANAGE TO REACH THEM- 
r ONLT TO BE DRAGGED THROUGH THE STREET. 



EEEE-AUGN , 



' WAGON PLOWS THROUGH THE 
‘ MILLING PANDEMONIUM, LIKE A 
SHIP THROUGH THE WAVES. 



' so on; get that infernal n, 

HORSELESS CONTRAPTION OUT 
OF TOWN BEFORE WE SHOOT TOU 
v BOTH FULL OF HOLES/ A 



SEOW/ BRIMSTONE! 



COME ON,- 
NELLY BELLE/ 




THANK GOODNESS Y YEAH- SUT 
WE'RE CLEAR, PAT, AND ) WHAT § TARTED 
. NOBODY KILLED/ J. IT ALL, ROY? , 



YOU STARTED IT- WITH THAT CRAZY HORN, PAT/ ' 
NELLYBELLE WAS SPOOKY ENOUGH TO HORSES THAT 
HAVE NEVER SEEN OR SMELLED AN AUTOMOBILE- ; 
AND THEN THAT AWFUL BLAT! ^ 



PULL UR PAT/ STOP YOUR ENGINE.' 

THERE'RE, COWS COMING OVER THE h 



' TAKE IT EASY, 
NOW, WHILE I SEE 
WHAT'S AHEAD 
. OF US/ 



' HILL YOUR MOTOR, 
PAT! YOU'RE GOING TO 
STAMPEDE 'EM / 



WHOOF/ 



I CAN'T 
HEAR YOU, 
ROY! 




YOU'VE DONE IT AGAIN, PAT/ 
THEY'RE HEADED FOR TOWN / 



BUT HOW COULD I HELP IT ROY: 
NELLYSELLE NEVER CAUSED A 

STAMPEDE, BACK ON 

HER HOME RANGE.' 



f THESE ARE GULCH CATTLE AND ^ 
HORSES, PAT.' THEY FEEL THE WAY YOU 
WOULD COLLIDING WITH A FLUNG 

SAUCER/ NOW GET NELLIE _ — 

V OFF THE ROAD/ ) 



BUT, ROY- THEY CAN 

BE EDUCATED - 



' IF THERE'S TIME, PAT/ > 
HERE COMES A DELEGATION 
. FROM TOWN / / 



PAT BRADY, THE TOWN AIMS TO ] / 
LiNCH YOU IF YOU BRING THAT 
RIP-SNORTING MASSACRE-ON- WHEELS ' 
BACK TO PURDY'S GULCH.' SO-- TO SAVE 
YOUR LIFE, WE'RE DESTROYING IT/ / 



YU P/ AND I AIM ' 
TO TAKE THE FIRST 
. SHOT AT HER' , 



WAIT OLD-TIMER/ 
SOMEBODY'S COMING- 
s. ON A TEAR.' 



NELLYBELLE 




gLJBfe 0 THERE'S A PRAIRIE 
FIRE SWEEPING THE 
FLATS ABOVE BANNER- 
MAN'S GULCH. 1 .3^^] . - 



THAT FIRE WON'T STOP TILL IT HITS THE ir-^J 
BEND OF THE RIVER--AND MY OLD MOTHER 
IS UP THERE IN WALNUT CANYON.' 

^ /..A SHE'LL BE TRAPPED BY IT.' 



CAN'T WE DO SOMETHING, ROY? ' 
NO HORSE CAN BEAT THAT PRAIRIE 
FIRE-THE WAY THE WIND IS BLOWING.' 
BUT IF WE COULD RIDE AROUND AND / 
OVER THE CANYON'S RIM--/ 



' THE HORSELESS WAGON N 

CAN BEAT THE FIRE.' GET OUT 
FROM UNDER THE WHEEL, PAT.' 
V COME ON, BAILEY/ / 



, NO, BAILEY- ] 

\ BUT THERE'S L ' 
/ ANOTHER WAY/ 

'GET OFF YOUR 
HORSE! 



U-VBELLE~ 



POINT ME THE SHORTEST \ HEAD i— 
WAY TO WALNUT CANYON, BAILEY/ ) ST- STRAIGHT 
NELLYBELLE CAN BEAT ANY- / FOR THE BEND 
THING BUT A BIRD/ i—fOF THE Rl -RIVER, 

^ I ROY/ V EOW/ I 

\ | \ CAN'T GET MY 

BR-8REATH/ / 



Y THERE'S 
WALNUT CANYON - 
ACROSS THE RIVER/ 
FIRE'S CLOSE/ . 




Sfiti! THIS BUZZ- WAGON CAN \ SHE'D BETTER 
DO ANYTHING A HORSE CAN DO' ) NOT- FOR OLD 
HOPE SHE DOESN'T BALK IN / GRANNY'S 
MID- STREAM, ROY/ yi SAKE.' 



Hgy/ChNTHIS ^ 
HORSELESS WAGON 

SWIM? a 



NO- BUT THE MOTOR 

IS WATERPROOFED/ 

WE'LL MAKE IT/ 



■■ . ■ '■ ' 



' YEAH— FOR GRANNY AND THE KIDS/ ' 
PROBABLY SHE'S GOT BROTHER TOM'S 
TWO LITTLE GALS WITH HER, PICKIN' NUTS' 
SHE WOULDN'T COME TO TOWN-SAYING 
THERE WAS NO SUCH THING... y 



' ...AS A Nl 

HORSELESS 
WAGON.' WOW/ 
THAT'S HOT/ , 



~ WE'VE \ 
MADE IT TO 
THE CANYON'S 
l MOUTH/ , 



THERE'S GRANNY 
AND THE LITTLE 
x GIRLS/ a 



GRAB THEM, ' 
BAILEY/ THE FIRE 
WON'T WAIT FOR US' 



YOU GRAB ^ 
GRANNY, ROY/ 




COM E ON, GRANNY/ 
WE'RE TAKING YOU 
. OUT OF HERE.' i 



NOT IN THAT 
THING, C0W8OY/ 
►- I'VE LED A yt 
L GOOD LIFE! M 



NO TIME TO 1 
ARGUE, GRANNY/, 



Y HELP / I’M NOT 
RIDING IN ANY NEW 
FANGLED CONTRAPTION 
(v LIKE-- y 



LET ME OUT/ 
LET ME OUT/ 



HOLD ON TO 
HER, BAILEY/ 



' BLANKETS- WET FROM THE RIVER! 
THEY'RE PAT'S/ COVER EVERYBODY- 
WHEN WE DRIVE THROUGH THE FIRE ! 



HELP/ 



NELLY BELLE 



ZCjs'4 



mr TAKE THE A 
' BLANKET OFF ^ 
HER NOW, BAILEY/ 



HELP/ 



Protected by. the water-soaked 

BLANKETS, THE JEEP’5 OCCUPANTS ESCAPE 
BURNS -AS THEY BARREL THROUGH/ 



E?\/FR black, burned out prairie grass, 

THE JEER ROLLS TOWARD THE RIVER! 




LOOK/ THEY'VE GOT 'EM 
SAFE THROUGH THE FIRE.' 



^ AND NOW ^ 

THROUGH THE 
WATER/ 



' IT'S ALL ^ 
OVER, MA! WASN'T 
SO BAD, AFTER 
ALL, WAS IT? A 



WHOOP / 
YIPPEE/ 



r HERE WE 
ARE, GRANNY- 
. SAFE AND 
V SOUND.' 






' I DO DECLARE,' 
I'D LIKE TO RIDE 
. SOME MORE.' J 



' ALL RIGHT. GRANNY/ 'J 
I'LL DRIVE YOU TOTOWN l 
FOR THE BARBEOUE'THEY 
WON'T SHOOT NELLY- 
Y BELLE NOW, I RECKON// 



' THE BARBEQUE-AND 
THE DANCE AFTERWARDS!) Kl- 

LET'S MAKE TRACKS, / YIP 

Y NELLIE, BELLE.' 



men 

AND 

THE PYGMY 
HORSES 





ONE CAN SOON TIRE OF A BREAKFAST OF 
AND BARK.' AND BESIDES, THE QUEST 
FOR A CLIMB-WAY OUT OF THE CANYON 15 THE 
FIRST THING IN TRIGGER'S MIND... 





I 



...WHERE AH OLD CAT'S BONES CAN SOAK UP THE 
WARMTH WHILE WAITING FOR NIGHT AND A MEAL. 




JACK. AND THE WEE COLT ARE HUNTING A FEW 
SHORT SLADES OF GRASS NEAR THE CLEFT WHERE 
THE RIVER DISAPPEARS. 










MOST HORSES WOULD HAVE FLED, 
TRIGGER THINK5 ONLY OF HIS FRIEND’S 
And with the hated scent 
his nostrils, leaps w after it/ 




To THE LITTLE COLT SAFETY MEANS NEAR- 
NESS TO TRIGGER.' WITH AN ANXIOUS WHINNY, 
HE STUMBLES OVER THE BANK/ 




WITH A MIGHT V HEAVE, HE FORCES THE 
ED-AND-FIFTV POUND BEAST ASIDE.' 




KEEPING ITS SMALL HEAD ABOVE WATER, 
COLT CALLS OUT TO HIS FRIEND-AND HERO. 
TRIGGER RESPONDS... 




A MIGHTY WAVE SUCKS THEM UNDER- THEN 
TOSSES THEM OUT AND UP TO THE LIFE-GIVING 
AIR/ DIM LIGHT MEETS THEM NOW... 




MITE, COMFORTING HIM IN THE DARKNESS. 




...AND THE ROCK WALL OF A CHASM RUSHES PAST/ 






IriTW THE HERD LEADER'S INSTINCT; THE BIS 
PALOMINO GRIPS TOE COLT'S NECK- LIFTS HIS 
HEAD FROM THE SWIRLING WATER/ 



mOMENTS LATER, THE YOUNGSTER'S 
TREMBLING LEGS FIND FIRM GROUND-- 
AND A FRIENDLY NUDGE STEADIES HIM. 



WHUFFS 



PP®0RWING COMES TO CHANGE THE WORLD WITH 
WARM MAGIC-.-ANDTHREE HUNGRY MOUTHS ARE 
FILLED WITH THE SWEET JUICES OF GREEN GRASS/ 
THE CANYON PRISON ADVENTURE SEEM5 FAR IN THE PAST' 



S TRIGGER JOINS HIS FRIENDS, A "BOIL" OF 
THE RIVER CURRENT BRINGS THE OLD COUGAR'S 
BODY BRIEFLY INTO VIEW/ THEN IT IS GONE/ 




ROY 

ROGERS 

(W- 

TRIGGER 

IN 

STOLEN 

ROUNDUP 




^ GOOD MORNING. GENTLEMEN/ CAN 
YOU TELL ME WHERE I CAN FIND MR7 n 
LEW PURDY- THE MAN FOR WHOM THIS 
FINE, PROGRESSIVE TOWN WAS NAMED? 



W (&>NE >£ 

' LATE FALL . ' 

DAY, A STRANGER 
WITH A TOO- 
PROSPEROUS 
SMILE APPEARS 
. IN PURDY'S / 
\ GULCH. 




I'M LEW PURDY/ AND 
=> TO NOW, I'M PROGRESS- 
ING FINE/ 



WHAT'S SOUR BUSINESS, ' 
STRANGER ? AND HOW DID YOU 
GET INTERESTED IN ME? j 



.MY NAME IS E.Z. 
LOOMIS, AND I'M 
, PROUD TO MEET 
YOU. MR. PURDY/ 
I UNDERSTAND YOU’RE 
A WEALTHY CATTLE- 
k MAN AND MINER/ 






TWO CENTS A POUND FOR 

TWO-YEAR OLD BEEF ? THAT 
SOUNDS PRETTV GOOD/ 

I RECKON I'LL- JB| 



THAT'S DIFFERENT/ TELL 
'YOU THE TRUTH, LOOMIS, I 
HADN'T FIGURED TO SELL 
TILL NEXT YEAR/ y 



501 HEARD/ BUT I 
CAME TO OFFER YOU 
1 TOP PR ICE-- TWO 

CENTS A POUND 
P N THE HOOF/ , 



HOLD ON ^ 
THERE, LEW/ 1 



YOU LOW-DOWN 

COYOTE/ 



OWN.' 

DON'T/ 



THE PRICE/ YOUR FAT 
STEERS ARE WORTH TEN 
TIMES THAT, LEW- IF YOU 
. WANT TO SELL AT ALL/ 



WHAT'S 

WRONG, 

ROY? 



YOU- YOU MISUNDERSTOOD, N 
MR. PURDY/ I MEANT TO SAY 
TWENTY CENTS A POUND / 
HONEST/ I'LL PAY THAT/ y 



TWENTY CENTS A POUND 
IS FAIR--IFYOU WANT TO 
SELL A FEW OF'YOUR -d 
STEERS, LEW- FOR CA5H I 
ON DELIVERY/ Jf’, 



' UMMM-HMMM/ \ 
FOR THAT MONEY, 
I’D SELL A80UT 
> FORTY HEAD/ / 





'IVE MINUTES 
LATER... / 



A WEEK FROM V 
TODAY, MR. PURDY' 4H 
FORTY HEAD OF TWO- ' 
YEAR-OLDS DELIVERED 
s AT GRANT5VILLE/ / 



\ IT'5 A 
) DEAL, 
'LOOMIS' 



i Ik ' 




THAT'S NINE THOUSAND DOLLARS 
YOU SAVED ME, ROY' IF YOU AND 
PAT BRADY HADN'T COME ALONG, 
HE'D HAVE WHIPSAWED ME/ 




PAT IS RIGHT/ LOOMI5 GAVE IN 1 
TOO QUICKLY- EVEN ALLOWING ^ 
THAT HE WAS SCARED.' X RECKON 
PAT AND I HAD BETTER GO ALONG 
WITH YOU ON THAT DRIVE.' / 



.HUMPH.' ^ 

I WELL, THAT'S 
RIGHT J 

'NEIGHBORLY ft 
OF YOU, ROY/ M 



ml IK DANS LATER, THE FORTY YOUNG STEERS 
ARE HEADED DOWN PURDN'S WASH TOWARD 
THE LOWER GAP WHERE THE DESERT BEGINS. 



THERE'S THE TRAIL UP 
OUT OF THE WASH, ROY/ 
WE SHOULD JUST MAKE 
IT BY SUNDOWN/ . 



ft 


Wm 


J I 
!ul_ 


mm 







~ I’LL POINT THE HERD UP THE ^ 
TRAIL. ROY/ YOU CAM HELP PAT AND 
HARRISON PUSH 'EM IP YOU LIKE.' 



I WILL, 
LEW. 



MM-MOOO-UH 



The first few steers tare the tea/_ 

1 READILY ON THE HEELS OF LEWS HORSE. 



HI -YAH/ GET^^T 

BACK THERE, YOU V-" 

COW- CRITTERS' J TI-YI-YEE ! 

ife- X WHAT’S 

// l WRONG, 

/ v WY’ 



I DON'T 
KNOW, RAT.' 



•... THEN THE 
REMAINING STEERS 
‘'spoor;' AS IF 
SENSING DANGER 
* ABOVE! 



WELL, THEY SOT OVER 
IT ANYWAY, ROY.' THAT'S 
v THE LAST.' , 



■ UT AS THE LAST STEER SAFELY 
. REACHES THE RIM... 




I.'NUTES LATER. 



BUT IF THEV STAMPEDED, 
MV DAD WAS FIGHTING THE 
MEN WHO STAMPEDED , 
'EM, ROV/ 



\ IF HE WAS IN SHAPE 
/TO FIGHT/ WE'LL 
START LOOKING 
FOR HIM FIRST; /- 
HARRISON.' J 



' NO.' THE BULLET Y 
ONLV GROOVED HIS A. 
5CALF? HARRISON.' GET 
. A WATER-BOTTLE.' , 



ummmh; uh/ 

WHAT- HIT ME: 



A bullet; dad/ 

ROV SAV5 VOU’LL 
BE ALL RIGHT/ 



ROV.' IS 
HE DEAD: 



*OLD WATER- AND HIS OWN RUGGED 
STRENGTH SOON BRING LEW PURDY AWARE. 



/ I'LL RIDE- IF 
I VO U HAVE TO TIE 
I ME ON, ROV/ WHAT 
ARE VOU WAITING 
V FOR P y 



WE'RE CATCHING UP 
WITH THEM/ THE DUST 
SMELL IS STRONGER/ / 



f CAN VOU STAV ON > 
A HORSE, LEW? WE’RE 
TAKING AFTER THOSE 
BEEF THIEVES RIGHT . 
Y. NOW/ Y 



FRAIL/NG BY THE SMELL OF DUST - 
RAISED BY THE STAMPEDING STEERS, 
THE FOUR RIDERS MARE GOOD TIME. 





/ NOW WE'RE STUMPED, V 
' ROY/ THEY DIDN'T RAISE **• 
ANY DUST OVER THIS ROCKY SEC- 
. TION. WHAT CAN WE DO NOW? 



FIGURE IT THIS WAY, PAT- THIEVES KNOW N 
WE'RE ON THEIR TRAIL.' THEY KNOW THEY 
CAN'T KEEP A BUNCH OF STEERS HIDDEN; 

AND THE QUICKEST WAY TO MARKET IS BY 
V CATTLE s^^—^TRUCK' / 



I'LL PLAY 
YOUR HUNCH, ROY/ 
V AND SAY... . 



...IF I'M NOT DREAMING, X SOUNDS LIKE ' 
I HEAR TRUCK MOTORS IN I FAR-OFF THUNDER 
. THE DISTANCE-RIGHT NOW/ J TO ME, PAT/ WHAT 

X , -X IS A " CATTLE 

/Xa V TRUCK" F 



' THERE'S A SMOOTH 
BOTTOMED DRY WASH I 
REMEMBER- OVER THIS 
WAY/ IT LEADS r _ r -^ 
( TOWARD TOWN/ ) 



THERE ARE TWO CATTLE- ' 
TRUCKS, LEW- AND THEY'VE 
GOT YOUR STEERS NEARLY 
ALL LOADED/ < 





' TURN YO UR HORSES LOOSE, BOVS' TRIGGER 
WILL TAKE CARE OF THEM' WE'LL DO THE REST 
OF THIS JOB WITHOUT THEM.' , 



WE SHOULD HAVE A CHANCE 
, TO GET CLOSE BEFORE WE 
' JUMP THEM.' THEY WON'T BE 
LOOKING FOR US. BUT LEW- 

L NO KILLING/ 



'iTH LOW VOICED INSTRUCTIONS, ROM TAKES CHARGE. 



) EANTIME. 



TWO HUNDRED 
BUCKS FOR THE . 
| STEERS -AND A 
HUNDRED BONUS- 



BONUS? 

for what; 
BADGER? 



FOR BEEFING ONE OF THOSE 
GULCHERS.' WE HAD TO.' SO~ 
IT'S THREE HUNDRED APIECE 
k YOU OWE US, LOOMIS' . 



' THEY'RE V 
LOADED, E.Z. 
NOW WE'LL TAKE 
L OUR PAY/ , 



THREE HUNDRED, 
k I SAID/ 



YOU BET IT'S ROBBERY, MI5TER 
LOOMIS.' AND THIS HERE IS THE BHD OF 
IT/ REACH FOR A STAR, YOU COYOTES.' 





DROP IT, UGtSH! 
QUICK.' 



.ONLY TO FIND THEMSELVES HELPLESS: 



ARRRGH! 



~ YOU'RE LUCKY, ~ 
HOMBRE! THE CHARGE 
ISN'T MURDER-- YET.' 



UNKH Z 



PAT! unwind yourself and 

GRAB THIS SIDEWINDER! 



VT ROT'S MOVE IS JUST AS UNEXPECTED-AND FAST / g9 SECOND LATER, PAT COMES BACH- WITH A HATMAHER! 



But PAT BRADi'S MAN PULLS A FAST ONE- . 
BREAKING PAT'S HOLD, AND SLUGGING' J 



Binder cover of darkness, the 
~t m RUSTLER5 not in line with 
THE PURDT GUNS, DRAW SWIFTLY... 




I /MUTES LATER, ALL IS UNDER CONTROL. 



1 AIM TO TRY IT 
BOV' SEE YOU IN 
SRANTSVILLE/ 



PAT. NOD'LL DRIVE THE la 
SECOND TRUCK' THINK NOD 
CAN PACK FIVE INTO THE CAB. : 



Hours of bumping over trackless desert 
BRING THE TWO TRUCKLOADS OF STEERS AT LAST 
TO THE LOADING PENS AT GRANTSVILLE.. . 



SHERIFF'S 

OFFICE 



.AND THE CATTLE THIEVES TO THE LOCAL JAIL: 



YOU SET IN THE V I- 1 NEVER RODE I 
FIRST TRUCK, LEW- \ ONE OF THESE THUNDERING 
AND GUARD THESE ) INVENTIONS, ROY... BUT IF 

MAL H0MBRE5 

WHILE X DRIVE/ 



HERE'S YOUR CHECK, LEW- V WHOOPEEE'\ 
FROM A REAL CATTLE BUYER 
WHO HAPPENED TO BE IN TOWN/ ] 

TEN THOUSAND DOLLARS EVEN- 

FOR YOUR FORTY STEERS / J DREAMING/ 



And, NEXT DAT, THANKS TO ROT ROGERS, 
. LEW PURDY'S LUCK STILL HOLDS' 




BREED OF THE PIONEERS 

THE 

DECISION 

Jogging away from school on his pony 
and heading for the ranch where he lived 
with his aunt and uncle. Rod Morton felt a 
sudden prick at his neck. He felt around 
the collar of his jacket; his ffngers met 
something hard half under the collar. He 
pulled it in front of his eyes. 

"Jeepers,” he gasped. "Miss Randle's 
fancy pin . . . the one she lost!" 

He reined up to stare at the brooch set 
with blue gems, sparkling in the bright 
afternoon sun. His thoughts whirled back 
to the earlier scene in the classroom, when 
Miss Randle had told the pupils that her pin 
was missing. Dismayed, she explained that 
it was old and valuable, a family heirloom. 

At her request, the whole class had 
turned out to search the schoolyard for it. 
Miss Randle thought she had lost it during 
recess while supervising games. It hadn't 
turned up. Miss Randle didn't say anything 
more, but she must have thought what all 
the students were wondering. Had some- 
one found it and kept it? 

Rod looked at the pin in his hand as if it 
were a rattlesnake. How had it gotten on 
his jacket? Then Rod remembered how he 
had playfully wrestled with Jim during re- 
cess outside. They had rolled over the 
grass. Somehow, the hidden pin must have 
snagged on Rod's collar, half-hidden un- 
derneath and unnoticed. 

That was the truth . . but would anyone 
believe it? Rod sat in frozen panic. Any 
other boy could just ride back and return 
it, explaining how it happened. Any other 
boy . . . 

But not Rod! 

Everybody knew why Rod lived witli his 
Aunt Marne and Uncle Jed. They all knew 
that Rod's father was in jail . . . 

A cloud of suspicion had always seemed 
to surround Rod because of his father's 
imprisonment. Sometimes he had been 
deeply hurt. Like the time he took a refer- 



ence book home from the school library. It 
wasn't supposed to be taken out. Some of 
the boys had openly called him a thief . . . 
until Miss Randle explained she had given 
special permission. 

Aunt Marne had kept Rod from bitter- 
ness, bolstering his courage with wise 
words. "Remember, my boy. What your 
father did doesn't really matter. It's what 
you do that matters. Always do the right 
thing and nothing can hurt you.” 

But if he tried to return the pin, how 
could he fight their ugly suspicions? 

"I know," Rod thought in relief, “I’ll just 
throw it away. Nobody will know I ever 
had it. Let somebody else find it and return 
it." 

But Rod hesitated, not flinging the pin 
away. What if it were never found? There 
were tangled weeds and rabbit holes ali 
around. Miss Randle valued the brooch 
highly for sentimental reasons. Should she 
suffer the loss for his cowardly deed? 
Would Aunt Marne call that the "right 
thing" to do? 

Rod put down his hand, gripping the 
pin firmly. He turned his pony back to the 
schoolhouse. Strangely enough, Miss Ran- 
dle y/as waiting outside on the steps. 

"Miss Randle," Rod faltered, "I found 
your pin . . uh . . . stuck in my jacket 
and . . 

Rod choked and stopped, waiting for 
her scornful accusations. 

But Miss Randle was smiling. "I know. 
Rod. I tried to call you back before but you 
didn't hear me. You see, just as you left, I 
saw the flash of sunlight from the pin under 
your collar. I realized you had no idea it 
was there, so you don’t have to explain. 
And of course I knew you would return it as 
soon as you noticed.” 

Rod winced, thinking back If he had 
thrown the pin away, it would have 
"pinned" the guilt on him! Returning it had 
saved him. That was what Aunt Marne 
meant . . . how doing the right thing could 
never hurt you. 

Riding away, Rod was grateful for the 
timely prick of the pin. But he was more 
grateful for what had really saved him 
. . . the prick of his conscience. 





"quick as a flash came the roar of a big, old 

HOG- AND I SAW HIM STREAKING TOWARD5 A 



"THERE ARE LOTS OF THOSE RAZORBACK HOGS 
STILL ROAMING THE BRUSH COUNTRY AND THEV'RE 




"BUT FIERCE AS THEY ARE, ONE BOAR IS NO "HE PICKED HIMSELF UP AND WOBBLED AWAY TO 

MATCH FOR A FULL SROWN TIGRE.'' I SAW THE BIS JOIN A CIRCLE OF OLD BOARS AND SOWS THAT 




"ALL THIS HAPPENED IN ABOUT SIXTY SECONDS- 
AND I WASN'T NEAR ENOUGH TO USE MV SIX- 
GUN/ BUT I WANTED THAT TIGREf NOT MANV 
OF THEM COME NORTH OF THE BORDER, BUT 



"I HEADED FOR HOME AND A .30/. 30 RIFLE/ ANY- 
BODY WHO TRIES LONG SHOTS AT A TWO HUN- 
DRED POUND TIGRE WITH A PISTOL IS EITHER 
BRAVIER OR CRAZIER THAN I AM! 





"MY HORSE'S JUMP SAVED MY LIFE -AND MAYBE 
HIS, TOO/ I NAILED THAT TIGRE, RIGHT WHERE 
HE LIT IN THE DUST, INSTEAD OF ON MY NECK / " 




"...MY HORSE SHIED SIX FEET SIDEWISE-AND I 
GLIMPSED A BIG, YELLOW BODY COMING DOWN 
AT ME/> — w? 



WHOOF f 



' YU P! IF I WOULD HAVE HAD 
TO DRAG MY RIFLE OUT OF THE 
SADDLE SCABBARD BEFORE I a 
SHOT. THAT TAWNY KILLER; i 
WOULD HAVE MADE CAT MEAT 1 
OF ME/ YESSIR, A SIX-GUN IS J 
V MIGHTY HANDY. SOMETIMES.' Jk 



DELL COMICS ARE GOOD COMICS 



the Crossbill 





Besides the Crossbill, there is no other 
bird in America which possesses the peculiar 
crossing of the bills. Casual observers have 
always pitied this member of the Finch fam- 
ily for what they believed was an unfor- 
tunate deformity. The truth is, however, his 
bill has been perfectly fashioned by nature 
to help him in his feeding habits. The greater 
part of the Crissbill’s diet is made up of 
pine-cone seeds. In order to reach these 
seeds, the bird inserts his closed bill into 
the cone’s side and then, with amazing 



strength, he opens the mandibles and tears 
out the scales. Thus, the seeds are uncov- 
ered. So powerful are the muscles which 
operate his bill, this six-inch bird is capable 
of splintering solid wood. 

The Crossbill is common to Northern and 
Eastern North America. In cone-filled for- 
ests, the bud builds a nest of twigs and 
bark, lining it with moss and grass to keep 
it firm. The female Crossbill lays three to 
four pale green speckled eggs. 





timo to gat cl HU 
ctnd qetin on tka 

' . .***3 ^ ^ , 



NEW DAISY EAGLE WITH 
REAL 2X ’SCOPE MOUNTED! 

Here’s a really super air rifle all your pals are 
getting! This brand-new Daisy EAGLE looks 

33» ovalled^deOTrated stoc£ IndVtra- 



‘r sling! Golden decorated 
850-shot repeater, 37" long! 
•es! With Lens Caps, Scope 
BBs! No. 98, only $12,951 



FAMOUS DAISY 




WOW! WHAT FEATURES: 



3-SPEED GEARS, split second 
gear shift control! 

HAND BRAKES, front and rear, 
caliper type! 

SPEEDY MIDDLEWEIGHT TiRES, 
whitewalls for added beauty! 
STREAMLINED TANK with 
built-in electric horn! 

DELUXE TWO-TONE SADDLE 
with chrome hand rail! 

FRONT and REAR LUGGAGE 
CARRIERS 



SEE YOUR SCHWINN DEALER TODAY 

He's waiting to show YOU the many features 
of the NEW Schwinn Mark H Jaguar os well 
as the many other models in the Schwinn 
Line. YOU get your choice of sparkling colors 
plus Famous Schwinn Quality. And, don't 
forget, every Schwinn bike is made in America! 
Best of all, Schwinn prices start as 
as $39.95. 



ELECTRIC HEADLIGHT, sparkling 
chrome finish! 



STAINLESS STEEL FENDERS 



and It's made in 
America by 
SCHWINN... 

an ami Irnnw it's the hast! 




